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i, l('qul cmd

lr'llzyenc durmg World War 11,
It is & raw, rainy day Al]m Du]h‘u

momments apart, Dulles ﬁl‘bt accom-

be ‘held. Fleming is also aceompa-

PYRGHT

soft bedroom slippers. “T am allergic

comfortable.”’ _
There is a brief hubbub in the hotel

| suite as Dulles and Fleming, old ac-"
quaintances, greet each other, ay cof-
fee is ordered, as appointments are”
made and as, one by one, the puhlish- N

ors’ representatives, leaving copies of

lish tllqnwéivx-zs in (idmformblc ('._ha,i-r.

hotel ? _ ‘ _
MR, FLEMING: Yes, I am,
norues: T oalwags did. As long ag
1inele Sam was paying the bill. Now

that, 1t°s excellent.

Bund] : Tt's a good, quiet hotol, with-
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mtell tgence ."'
posfs wnder eight pres:dvn!a, be-
ginning with Woodrow Wilson.”.
Now retived, his last post was
Director of the United Stales
Central Intelligence dgency. Ian .
Fleming, prolific author of ‘chill-
ing spy storics, is a former:
foreign correspondent, and also
| served. as personal assistant to
Britain’s Director of Naval In-

and Tan Fleming arrive a fow*

panmd hv his pubhshu' s repr csenta--
uvos, then Fleming, who iy staying
in the hotel where the dmlngue s to-

nied by a publisher’s representative. -
Dulles removes his hat and coat, then
his rubbers, revealing feet shod in -

to wearing shoes indoors,” he says, “I.
Jhope no one cares. I believe in being

Meming’s ‘and Dnllns books, wake .
their- farewells. Continuing - their -
small talk, Dulles and Tleming estab-

rreMiNg [Sounding like his highly
diseriminating fictional hero, James-
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out pretepsions. But the big hotels,
] ’dw good hotela, are all gone.

ME, DU LLES: Ave vou fmwmg m this |-

my old law office, yon know, has aty
snife in 4 hotel nearby, so now ] use
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